friend in one, To Monsieur Blois he was a great thinker and Man of God. Thus it was with a feeling, partly of sadness and partly of resignation, that they saw him last when he extended his hands to them in a final benediction,
The Swami boarded the first steamer for India, a Peninsular and Oriental vessel. When the steamer touched Indian shores, he was beside himself with joy. His longing to be with his gurubkazs and disciples was now about to be realised. He also desired to see and console Mrs, Sevier. His home-coming was entirely incognito. Only on the way from Bombay to Calcutta did he meet with one person who knew him, and this meeting proved of great happiness to both. The Swami was dressed in European fashion and was thus not readily recognisable. At all events, it was Monmatha .Nath Bhattacharya whom he met in the railway compartment. Both he and his old friend stared at each other for a moment so as to be sure; and then it was much conversation and great joy.
On the ninth of December, 1900, the Swami arrived at the Belur monastery late at night. His brother-monks and the Brahmacharins were partaking of their meal, when the gardener came running and out of breath to them with the news, ''A Sahib has come !" The man had been sent with all haste to bring the key of the gate. Immediately there was much excitement and speculation as to who the Sahib might be who had come at that late hour and what his business with them was. Then to their great surprise the Sahib rushed into their midst; and when they saw who the Sahib was, there was no sleeping that night "O Swamiji has come ! Swamiji has come !" they all cried out excitedly. They could not believe their eyes. In true boyish fashion he had climbed over the gate, not waiting for the servant to return for the Swami laughingly remarked that hearing the bell ring for supper he fearec